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of the Goddess another face moved into the mind.
Whose was this face ? It was the face of the visitor.
When he felt inclined to be playful he had no diffi-
culty in putting his inclination aside but before
such an inclination could arise, the mind had got
loose from its normal moorings. The ascetic asked
himself why this face was moving into his mind
in this way and attempted to deny to himself that
the young woman's beauty  had attracted   him.
What did this mean ?    Supposing  he could have
married her, would he have wished to  do  so ?
No.   Or supposing he could have her as a mis-
tress now, would he have desired it?    Again,  no.
There was no room in his purified heart for desire
of this kind.    What then was the desire?    To
look at that face, to just have one look at it.    As
you are walking in the Street you may notice a
fine   rose    playing   on   its  stock in  somebody's
garden.    That  skilful   combination  of red  and
white   in   its   texture  and   the  arrangement  of
the petals seem to you marvellous and you are
fascinated and look.    You do not propose to walk
in and take the flower.    Nor would you really
desire to own it.    You are content with taking a
good long look at it.    Some such perfectly pure
impulse was what the ascetic was feeling.    He
just wished to take a good long look at the charm
of the young woman's face, so that he might not